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Should You Take the 
Bread and Wine? 


In a week or two the communion 
service will be observed in your church. 
As the deacons come around with the 
bread and wine, they probably will not 
give you any unless they know that you 
have been baptized. 

Perhaps you have wondered why you 
are asked to wait until you are baptized 
before being allowed to take the bread 
and wine. Let me explain. 

The bread and wine, before the service, 
is ordinary food. One of the ladies in the 
church, probably, baked the bread the day 
before. The grape juice may have been 
bought at a store. 

But during the service the ministers ask 
God to bless it in a special way. And God 
does. It is still ordinary bread and grape 
juice, but it is something much more than 
























that, too. It is a symbol of spiritual food. 


Perhaps you remember reading in the 
Bible what Jesus did the night the mob 
caught Him and took Him off to the cruci- 
fixion. He ate supper with His disciples, 
and then, when they had eaten, He took 
some bread and prayed over it. Then He 
said to them, “Take, eat: this is my body, 
which is broken for you.” After they had 
eaten the bread He took a glass of grape 
juice and prayed over it also. Then He 
passed it to the disciples and said, “Dring 4 
ye all of it, for this is my blood... $ 
which is shed for many:” (See 1 Cor. 11: 
24; Matt. 26:27, 28.) 


It is easy to see that if Jesus called the 
bread and wine His body and blood, it 
must be very special food. It must not be 
eaten as if it were ordinary food. 

Who may eat it? Only those people who 
have been born spiritually. 

Everybody knows that you do not feed 
a baby before it is born. Just so, you should 
not feed these symbols of spiritual food to 
a person before he is spiritually born. 

The symbol of being spiritually born is 
baptism. Jesus said that we must be “born 
of water and of the Spirit” (John 3:5). 


God is quite particular about the sym- 
bols He gives. When He gave Adam and 
Eve the symbol of a lamb to represent 
Jesus on the cross, He meant that a lamb 
should be the symbol, and not something 
else. When Cain tried to change the symbol, 
and used vegetables instead, God was not 
pleased. 

So we should be careful with these sym- 
bols, and treat them the way God intended. 
Baptism should come first, showing that 
your spiritual life has begun. Then, after 
that, eat the bread and wine, to keep your 
spiritual life alive. 

The deacons understand all this; and that 
is why, if they know you have not been 
baptized, they will not offer you the bread 
and wine. If you have been baptized, how- 
ever, you should always take part in the 
service, for you have been spiritually born 
and your spiritual life must be fed, or 7 q 
may die of starvation. 


Your friend, 


a Ware 





TEN MINUTES BEFORE SUNSET 


ARL BENNINGTON’S MOTHER was 

standing in the schoolroom doorway 
when Bob looked up from his English work- 
book, and he wondered what she could be 
saying to teacher, but because he sat in the 
back of the room he could not hear a word 
either of them were saying. He wished he 
did know, for he already knew that it was 
Earl's birthday that day, and often when 
mothers appeared at school on birthdays, 
it meant punch and cookies for the whole 


Bob was blissfully devouring the ice cream when he 
happened to see the clock. It was nearly sunset! 


By IVY R. DOHERTY \/ 


room, or a piece of birthday cake and maybe 
even some ice cream. 

When it came to ice cream and cookies 
and things of that nature, Bob’s interest was 
unflagging. 

He did not have to be left in suspense 
too long, for teacher gave Mrs. Bennington 
permission to talk to several of the boys. 
Bob was the last to whom she went and 
talked quietly, but it was worth waiting for 
when you considered what she had to say. 

There was to be a surprise birthday party 
at the Bennington home after school, and 

To page 20 
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In the Clutches of the 


STEAM ENGINE 


|/By JOHN MICHALENKO 


Te afternoon was long and boring, and 
we fellows were looking around for some- 
thing exciting to do. All morning we had 
worked hard, for our dads were grain farmers, 
and this was the time of harvest. But just 
before noon a strong, cold wind had sprung 
up, and the men had decided to quit for the 
day. It wasn’t that they didn’t like the cold, 
but to thresh the grain we used a threshing 
machine. When the machine had shaken all 
the grain out, it blew the stalks onto a large 
straw stack. When a strong wind was blow- 
ing, it blew the straw all over the place, 
and it was impossible to make the stack 
properly. 

So the work had stopped at dinnertime, 
and as soon as we had eaten, the men and 
older boys went off to town to do some 
shopping. That had left four of us thirteen- 
year-olds at home to care for the horses. It 
was quite a job, too, for each threshing crew 
used from twelve to sixteen pairs of horses, 
and there were several crews. 

Well, we fed and watered them all, and 
then there wasn’t much else to do. Oh, I 
suppose we might have worked up a game 
of baseball—but you can’t make much of a 
game with only four fellows. 

Besides, we weren't particularly interested 
in playing right then. We were far more 
interested in a certain piece of machinery 


—the steam engine that ran the thresher. 
Of course, our dads had told us not to play 
with it. “Too dangerous,” they had said. 
But we figured that was kid stuff. We were 
old enough to know what we were doing, 
and we certainly had no intention of letting 
that old steam engine do us any harm. 

We felt we were pretty well acquainted 
with it by this time, too. For years we had 
had to haul straw for the men to put in the 
burner. And just this year Dad had pro- 
moted me to hauling water. It took a lot 
of water, too. I had to bring five or six 
tankfuls every day, and each tankful was 
five hundred gallons. 

So as soon as we had the horses taken 
care of, we fellows went over to the engine 
to have a little fun. 

“I wonder how much steam pressure 
there is,” said Bill as we got close. 

Aleck examined the pressure gauge. “Not 
even five pounds,” he reported. 

“Pshaw,” sneered Bill, “that’s certainly 
nothing to worry about. The engine will 
hardly turn over without more pressure than 
that.” 

How wrong we were we would ‘ive 
all too soon. In our boasted wisdom we had 
forgotten three things. First, that the engine 
could turn over on less than five pounds 
steam pressure. Second, we had forgotten 
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about a certain thing known as dead center. 
It would be pretty hard to explain right 
here what it is. You had better ask your 
dad to tell you about it. All you need to 
know now is that when the big flywheel on 
a steam engine is in the dead-center posi- 
tion, the engine cannot start, not even if 
there is a great deal of steam pressure and 
the throttle is open. But if someone gives 
the flywheel a little push and moves it out 
of the dead-center position, it will start spin- 

ing in a hurry. The third thing we had for- 
@:: was that the throttle was open, wide. 

We tinkered with the engine for a while, 
lifting up the flaps that covered the places 
where the oil went in and looking in the 
firebox to see if there was any straw still 
burning. 

Then we got tired of that, too. 

“I'm going to sit down here and get a 
little sun,” said Donald, making himself com- 
fortable against the base of the engine. 

“Not a bad idea,” said Bill, sitting down 
beside him. 

“Well, you fellows can sit there if you 


like,” said Aleck. “I’m going to try some- 
thing different.” 

As we watched he climbed on the engine, 
and fitted himself into the flywheel. He 
braced his back against one side of the inner 
rim, and set his feet against the other. It was 
obviously a very comfortable spot, and we 
three were envying him a bit for having 
thought of it first. 

We settled down a while. The wind was 
blowing cold from the north, but on the 
south side of that engine, where the sun 
shone, we were cozy and warm. 

I was just dozing off when Aleck called, 
“You know what would be fun? I'd like to 
see what it would be like to turn around 
inside this flywheel.” 

“What a grand idea,” I thought. Aleck 
was always thinking up something exciting 
to do. 

“Don’t be crazy,” said Donald, alarmed. 

“There’s nothing to worry about,” an- 
swered Aleck. “John,” he called, “how about 
turning the flywheel a few times so I can 
see what it’s like!” To page 19 


All at once the flywheel was spinning around two hundred times a minute—and Aleck was inside! 
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WINGS OF FAITH 


\ By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 





CHAPTER 10: FAITH TAKES WINGS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE; 


Life had been hard for Emerson Chadwick. His parents 
had died while he was young, and he had been 
brought up by his selfish cousins. Leaving home, he 
had found work in Fabertown. He soon got mixed up 
with a gang of ruffians, and was arrested crawling 
under a tent where—it so happened—a man was 
preaching about some pictures of strange-looking 
beasts. In jail Em learned his lesson, and never went 
astray aagin. At twenty-one he married Mary, and 
soon little Alice was born. But neither he nor Mary 
knew anything about God. Then they became ac- 
quainted with the lady next door, Mrs. McRae, and 
her sixteen-year-old son, Calvin. They were such nice 
people, but Emerson and Mary noticed that they had 
a strange sort of religion. 
ay cape MCRAE came over nearly every 
day to play with Alice. She grew to know 
him and would shout, “Cow, Cow!” in an 
effort to say Calvin, when she saw him com- 
ing. Sometimes he would get down her 
blocks and build towers for her. She would 
wait with infinite patience, her blue eyes 
sparkling, till he got them built teeteringly 
high, then she would spat them with her 
pink palm and shout, “Bwake!” And the 
boy's deep chuckle and Alice’s high trebly 
one would join in laughter as the blocks 
flew everywhere. 

“I tell you,” Em would often comment 
to Mary, “it’s out of the ordinary for a big 
fellow like that to be so gentle with a baby.” 

“You're right,” responded his wife in a 
whisper. “Isn’t it a shame his folks have 
that funny religion? It practically ostracizes 
him from the rest of the boys! You never see 
him with any of the young fellows his own 
age!” 

“Well, I don’t know that that hurts him 
any,” mused Em. “The only time I ever ran 
with a gang I got into all kinds of trouble. 
No, Mary, religion or no religion, 1 wouldn’t 
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want Calvin to change a whit. He’s just as 
near perfect as any boy I ever saw.” 

One day Emerson and the lad got to talk- 
ing about airplanes, and Emerson was aston- 
ished to learn that Calvin knew all about 
them. Just to test him, he pretended to be 
skeptical. 

“They may be all right for stunts and fairs, 
Calvin, but for actual use in business—why, 
I don’t believe they'll ever be very useful.” 

“Oh, but they're doing it now! There 
are lots of people working on air ships these 
days! Why, they'll be thicker than flies ; 

Then the boy straightened up and looked 
Em in the eye. 

“Know why I believe it, Mr. Chadwick?” 
he asked soberly. “Because it says in the 
Bible, over there in Daniel, that in the time 
of the end ‘many shall run to and fro, and 
knowledge shall be increased.’ Why, I re- 
member when I was a little boy, people 
were scared of automobiles. Used to call 
them horseless carriages and gas buggies. 
All the old-timers used to say that nobody 
but daredevils and the riffraff would ever 
have them. Now look, Mr. Chadwick! Sev- 
eral people have them right here in Faber- 
town. Lawyer Blanchard bought one, an Ap- 





person. Is it ever a beaut! And Dr. Byro 


Smith has a Haynes.” 

“Why is it, Calvin,” Emerson asked him 
suddenly, later that evening, “that I never 
see you running around with any of the boys 
of the neighborhood? You seem to lead a 
lonely life. I would think you'd like to have 
a chum or a pal of some kind.” 

Calvin’s face was sober. He looked down 











for a while, then up and into Em's eyes. 

“Well, you see, Mr. Chadwick, it’s like 
this. My religion, is, well, different. I can’t, 
and I won't, do things the other boys do 
when they’re running around. I don’t believe 
it is right. You know old Apple Mary, the 
lady who sells apples on a cart on Maple 
Street? Well, there have been some fellows 
making her life miserable lately. They upset 
her cart today, and I helped her set it up 
and pick up the apples. Then someone re- 

orted the boys, and the police arrested them. 

hey warned them that they would really be 
in for trouble if anything like this happened 
again. Now they think / told the police. 

“On my way here tonight, Hodge Phillips 
stopped me outside your gate. I could tell he 
was angry, and he said, ‘The boys are out 
to get you.’ Mr. Chadwick, I don’t know 
whether they will carry out their threat or 
not, but I cannot join that gang. It would 
break Mother’s heart for me to get mixed 
up with a rough bunch like that. She wants 
me to be a Christian—not a hoodlum.” 

“But Calvin, I would think you would be 
frightened, having a threat like that hanging 
over you,” exclaimed Emerson. 

“It’s not too pleasant,” Calvin grinned, 
“but I am sure God will let nothing happen 
to me that is not for the best. If He lets me 
get shot, good will come of it, I know.” 

A few minutes later he got up to leave. 
“Come back soon,” Emerson called after him. 





In the dark alley a shot rang out. Calvin had refused to join the gang, and they were taking revenge. 





Calvin waved from the gate, and Emerson 
closed the door and turned to pick up Alice. 

Scarcely had he set her on his knee when 
he and Mary heard a shot in the quiet street. 
Then such shouting and disorder arose that 
Emerson ran outside to see what had hap- 
pened. 

Already a crowd had gathered. “What's 
the trouble?” he asked a bystander. 

“Someone got shot,” the man answered. 

Fear gripped Emerson’s heart. Had the 
gang carried out their threat so soon? 

“Do you know who it was?” 

“No. They think it was some young fellow 
who lived on this street.” 

Emerson pushed his way through the 
crowd. He had to find out who was hurt, 
though he dreaded what he might discover. 

And then he saw him, Calvin, dead, killed 
by a young gangster crazy for revenge. 

It became Emerson's terrible duty to tell 
the mother. 

“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 
away,” she said, and fainted outright. 

The newspapers were full of the story next 
day. And when Emerson told the police about 
the man who had threatened Calvin, they 
really got busy. 

When the day of the funeral arrived, the 
streets near the McRae house were filled 
with carriages, buggies, and cabs. Emerson 
rented a buggy for himself and Mary, so that 
they could go to the cemetery. 
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When they entered the crowded little 
church, and chose seats as near the front 
as possible, Emerson’s eyes were drawn to 
large charts tacked on the wall near the pul- 
pit. They were strangely familiar. At one 
side was the picture of a great image. There 
were pictures of beasts of several kinds, too, 
queer beasts with many horns, and some 
that even had wings. 

They were charts exactly like the ones he 
had seen in the tent so long, long ago. Now 
he was back to the very place where he knew 
he could find truth. And Calvin, gentle, good 
Calvin, had led him here, though he never 
knew it. 

After the service, when everyone else had 
left, Emerson had a long talk with the pastor 
of that little Seventh-day Adventist church. 

“Calvin had something in his life I wish 
I had in mine,” he confessed to the preacher. 
“He was so, well, so kind and patient.” 

The pastor smiled in a friendly way. “I 
think the difference was,” he said, “that 
Calvin knew the Master, and you have not 
become acquainted with Him yet.” 
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“You're right,” Emerson admitted. “But 
how can I learn about Him?” 

“T'll be glad to come over to your house 
and study the Bible with you,” the minister 
offered. 

And so it was arranged, the day Calvin 
was buried. For weeks the studies went on, 
and at last Emerson and Mary were baptized, 
and took little Alice with them to Sabbath 
school. 

From then on Emerson lived for the Lord, 
helping to win souls. And remembering 
what Gus had taught him about lettering, 
he made many a sign and diagram for evan- 
gelists to use to make their sermons easier 
to understand. 

He learned, too, to trust in the wings ¢€ 
faith, which would lift him up to the beauty 
of everlasting life. r 

It had been wings, wings, wings that had 
called him all his life. First, airship wings, 
helicopter wings. Then he had tried his own 
wings, and had fallen down, down, down 
with that gang. Then Christ had come to him 

To page 19 











GREEN PUPPIES / 


By DAPHNE COX / 


ae you ever seen a green puppy? No, 
not an ornamental one, a real one. I have, 
a long time ago, when I was not very old. 
Our family were staying in Billy’s house 
when it happened. Billy was a year older than 
I, and we were real chums. We went every- 
where together, and I discarded my dolls to 
learn cricket and soccer. 

Always Billy seemed to be teaching me 
new things—how to roller-skate, how to 
climb trees, and so on. And then one memo- 
rable day he taught me how to paint. He was 
learning carpentry in school at the time and 
was eager to pass on his knowledge. It was 
a rainy day, and we were trying to find some- 
thing to do, when Billy said, “Let’s go into 
the garage, and I'll teach you to paint.” 

It sounded like a fine idea; so we raced 
each other to the garage, and there we 
started rummaging around among the cans 
of paint underneath the workbench. 

“What are we going to paint?” I asked 
Billy. 

“I don’t know,” he replied. “What do you 
think needs painting?” 


Six little puppies, just like these, started out black and white and ended up bright green! 





I looked around. There were a few broken 
chairs, some orange boxes, and a heap of 
firewood—nothing much to paint really. And 
then we both saw it at once—the dog kennel! 
It was old and sandy gray in color. Surely 
it had never been painted. It was the very 
thing! 

“Let’s take Chris out,” said Billy. “We can 
make a bed for her and her puppies in this 
old box.” So gently we put the dog family 
in the box, and they settled down quite 
happily on the sacks we had laid out. 

“What color paint will you use?” I in- 
quired. 

“It had better be green,” said Billy know- 
ingly. “Green is good for the eyes.” 

The green paint was rather thick, so Billy 
stirred and stirred it with a long stick. It 
was still too thick, so he told me that he 
would have to thin it down. For a while he 
sniffed among the bottles, and finally said, 
“I think this is the one to use,” and he poured 
some liquid into the paint. Soon it was thin- 
ner and workable. Then I remembered some- 
thing. To page 19 








PATHFINDERS— 


BUILD A FLOAT! 


HE crowd had been standing on the side- 

walk for hours watching a parade go by. 
There had been bands and decorated trucks 
and people marching. 

“I’m about ready to go home,” said one 
man to a friend. 

“Me too,” said the friend. “It’s been won- 
derful, but you can stand only so much.” 

They lingered a few moments longer; 
then the first man turned to go. Suddenly he 
felt a tap on the shoulder. “Wait a minute!” 
his friend exclaimed. “Take a look at this.” 

The second man looked around to see what 
it was—and there before them was a float 
with a large walnut on it. 

The nut was cracked open, and standing 
inside were uniformed boys and girls. There 
was a model church, too, and a big Bible 
out in front. And all around were pumpkins 
and pretty leaves. There were two large sun- 
flowers with words on them. One said, “Na- 
ture”; the other, “MV Book Club.” 

“That really looks good,” said the second 
man, “especially since this is the Walnut 
Festival. | wonder what group made it.” 

“Can't you read?” the first man teased him 


PATHFINDER 





gently. “See, it says, ‘Pathfinder Club in a 
nutshell.’ ” 

“I saw that,’ answered the second man. 
“But what are Pathfinders?” 

“Didn’t you know? They're a club of the 
Seventh-day Adventist Church.” 

“Well, all I can say is, those boys and 
girls are lucky to be able to belong to such 
a club,” said the second man. “Their float 
surely ought to win a prize.” 

And that Pathfinder float did win a prize 
—first prize, in fact! But, even better than 
that, many people learned about Seventh- 
day Adventists and Pathfinder Clubs that day 
because the Walnut Creek and Martinez 
(California) Pathfinders built a float and 
entered it in the annual Walnut Festival 
parade downtown. 

Many other Pathfinder Clubs have been 
discovering the value of entering floats in 
parades. On these two pages are pictures of 
some of the floats they have made. Perhaps 
your club will get a good idea from one of 
them. Then, when you build a float, send 
a picture to GUIDE, and someday we can 
print the best ones that come in. 





A hidden bee smoker filled with burning burlap made a realistic effect for a cooking fire in 


front of a tent on the back of this float built by Skagit Valley (Washington) 
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Pathfinders. 

















This magnificent float shows that Path- 
finders prepare to make better churches, 
homes, and schools. Richmond, California, 
in parade at Northern California fair. 


Pathfinders prepare to complete the unfin- 
ished task, this float shows, with flowers, 
nurse, first aid. San Rafael, California. 


A float in three sections, built by Lodi, 
California, shows Pathfinders preparing 
for missions, emergencies, citizenship. 


Always an eye-catching entry is a pony 
and wagon, like this one at Potomac fair. 


A camping scene with tent, trees, rustic 
table, and flagpole was built on truck by 
Takoma Park, Maryland, for Potomac fair. 


Down in the corner is the float described 
across the page. It shows “Pathfinders in 
a nutshell,” and was used in two parades. 


PICTURES BY (1, 2, 3BILL OLIPHANT, (4, 6) RAY 
HILL, (5) GLENN FILLMAN, 
Vv 




















“No, no, no, Lord— 





NOT ME! NOT Mi 


T’S no use, Ramon,” said Father. “We just 
| can’t afford a church school this year. You 
and Gregorio will have to move into town 
and attend the public school.” 

“But we don’t want to go to public 
school!” protested Ramon. “We love our 
school and our teacher.” 

“Yes, I know,” answered the troubled fa- 
ther. “I want you to attend church school, 
but there won't be any school on our planta- 
tion this year. We can’t afford one for just 
five boys.” 

And so it was that two unhappy boys from 
a remote coconut plantation in Southern 
Philippines were bundled off to the village 
to attend public school. They could not come 
home every night, for over twenty miles was 
too far to walk to and from school, and there 
was no bus service. 

Ramon and Gregorio had to work for their 
room and board in the home of some non- 
Adventists. It seemed queer to live in a 
place where there was no family worship and 
no Christian songs every morning. Yes, it 
was all very different for these two Advent- 
ist boys. But if they had remained on the 
plantation, there wouldn’t have been any 
school to attend. Their father just couldn't 
pay all the pesos it would take for a church 
school teacher. 

One Friday afternoon on the coconut plan- 
tation, one of the workers was injured and 
had to be taken to the hospital in the village 
where the boys were staying. 

“Please,” said the father of Ramon and 
Gregorio to the jeepney driver, “would you 
bring my boys home with you for the Sab- 
bath? It has been three months since they 
have been home, and I know they are lone- 
some. We will get them back to the village 
someway on Sunday so they can go to school 
again.” 
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“Yes, I'll bring them,” promised the driver, 
who was also the owner of the plantation. 
“It will be good for them to come for Sab- 
bath. We'll be back before sunset.” 

After the injured man had been taken 
to the hospital and everything done for 
him that was possible, the plantation owner 
turned his jeepney toward the house where 
Ramon and Gregorio had been living. 

“No, they aren’t here,” said the lady of 
the house. “They never come home on time 
anymore. I don’t know where they are or 
what they are doing.” 

Up one street and down the other went 
the plantation owner, look- 
ing for the two boys, but 
they were nowhere to be 
found. At last he met a 
group of boys on a street. 

“Do you know where 
Ramon and Gregorio are 
this afternoon?” he called 
to them. 

“Yes,” said one of the 
boys. “I saw them go into 
the theater a while ago.” 

Theater! Not Adventist 
boys! “How bad their fa- 
ther would feel if he knew 
that!” exclaimed the owner 
to himself. 

He parked his jeep and 
went over to a low build- 
ing with large colorful 
posters nailed all over the 





The six boys knelt as teacher 
prayed. Suddenly Ben Hamed 
began to shout and scream, 
right in the middle of prayer! 























ME!" 
a 3 By ETHEL YOUNG / 


front. Big letters and pictures told of a 
blood-curdling story going on inside. 

“I’m looking for someone,” the man said 
as he passed by the ticket window. “I'll be 
back in a minute.” 

Once inside the dusky building, he looked 
up and down each row of bamboo benches. 
At last his eyes fell upon two boys sitting 
close together near the front. “Come on,” 
he whispered to them. “Your father wants 
you to come home for the Sabbath.” 

Quickly the boys followed him to the 
street. Their faces burned with the heat of 
their guilty consciences, but no one said a 


word about their having been in the theater 
all the way home. 

Now, the owner of the plantation was the 
elder of the little Adventist group who faith- 
fully met together every Sabbath. Feeling 
a burden for the boys, he decided to speak 
on the value of Christian education that Sab- 
bath morning for the church service. 

“I tell you we must start up the church 
school again,” said Ramon and Gregorio’s 
father to the elder afterward. “You know 
my boys are different from what they were 
three months ago. I don’t know what has 
happened to them, but they don’t talk like 
Adventists any more. They don’t even look 
the same as they did. Isn’t there some way 
we can have a church school right here? 
It must begin next Monday!” 

The church elder thought for only a 
moment. 

“I will pay half the teacher’s salary if you 
parents can make up the other half,” he 
offered generously. “I think we can get 
Brother Sweeko to teach the school. His 
health has improved now.” 

And so it was that Ramon and Gregorio 
never went back to the village to public 
school even one more day, for the next Mon- 
day morning found a teacher and five boys 


























FIND A PEN PAL HERE 
DeEtte Benninger, age 10. R.F.D. 2, Stroudsburg, 


Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Hobbies: 

collecting photos, reading. 
Carol Keith, age 10. Box 21, 

U.S.A. Hobbies: ice skating, singing. 


Florence Mae Gibbons, age 14. R.F.D. 2, Wayland, 
New York, U.S.A. Hobbies: drawing, reading, playing 
the piano. 


Linda Hoffman, age 12. Route 2, Box 40, Gaston, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting pictures of Queen 
Elizabeth and her family. Especially wants pen pals 
from London, England, and Scotland. 


Wanda Diane Hoffman, age 12. Route 2, Box 40, 
Gaston, Oregon, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting pictures 
of Queen Elizabeth and her family. Especially wants 
pen pals from Scotland, Ireland, and England. 


Shirley Poston, age 14. Route 1, Box 56, Monroe, 
Louisiana, U.S.A. Hobbies: r g, sw g, skat- 
ing, playing the piano. 

Gwendolyn Lambeth, age 13. Route 1, Box 56, 
Monroe, Louisiana, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano, 
skating, swimming, reading. 


Milla Isaeff, age 10. 211 Juanita Way, San Fran- 
cisco, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: ice skating, swim- 
ming. 

Hazel Holland, age 13. Box 469, Logansport, In- 
diana, U.S.A. Hobbies: stamp collecting, swimming, 
playing the piano, skating. 

Donna Musgrave, age 10. 2516 Nob Hill Avenue, 

Seattle 9, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: horseback 
riding, swimming, ice skating, reading. 
* Julie Ann Tursky, age 12. 2320 Trapp Avenue, 
Miami, Florida, U.S.A. Hobbies: singing, playing the 
piano, swimming, skating, collecting photos and 
stamps. 


Erdith L. Simmons, age 11. Route 1, Box 267, 
Sequim, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: singing, playing 
the piano. 


Camilla Couts, age 13. Box 561, Sutherlin, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting stones, stamps, and coins. 


Gracie Bolden, age 14. Box 688, Mount Shasta, 
California, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting stationery, 
playing the piano. 


Bonnie Raile, age 12. In care of Safeway Store, 
Wray, Colorado, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting dolls, 
playing volleyball. Wants a pen pal from Saudi 
Arabia. 


John Trimarchi, age 12, in eighth grade. R.F.D. 2, 
Allendale, New Jersey, U.S.A. Hobbies: making model 
airplanes and boats, collecting stamps, swimming, 
ice skating. Especially wants pen pals from Italy 
and Canada. 


Paul H. Shelton, age 13. R.R. 2, Box 87, West 


Frankfort, Illinois, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing basket- 
ball and hiking. ; 


playing the piano, 


Byers, Colorado, 
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holding school in their little Adventist 
church. 

Just before time for school to begin, a 
Mohammedan worker on the plantation 
brought his boy to the door of the newly 
organized school. 

“I want my boy to go to your school,” he 
said to the teacher. “I want you to teach 
him how to read and write and figure, but 
don’t you ever teach him about your Jesus.” 

“Well, sir,’ answered the teacher, “I will 
have to teach the others about Jesus and 
I cannot help what he hears. I will do the - 
best I can. 

“Ben Hamed will not listen to any of 
your religion. He only wants to read and 
write,’ said the determined father as he 
turned and left his dark-eyed son with the 
Christian teacher and his five students. 

After some lusty singing for opening ex- 
ercises, the teacher called his six boys to- 
gether in a prayer circle. 

“We will kneel and talk to our heavenly 
Father,” the teacher explained to Ben Hamed. 

Ben Hamed hesitated. Then he knelt 
with the rest. “It would be all right to talk 
to his Father in heaven. That was Allah,” 
he thought to himself. 

Mr. Sweeko prayed for each of his boys 
in turn. 

“Please, Lord, bless Ramon, Gregorio, 
Pedro, Juan, Salvador, and Ben Hamed.” 

“Oh, no, no, no, Lord! Not me! Not me!” 
protested the Mohammedan child. 

The astonished teacher and five Christian 
boys caught their breath. What should they 
do when anyone talked out loud in the mid- 
dle of a prayer? 

Mr. Sweeko finished praying and the boys 
went to their classwork. Nothing was said 
to Ben Hamed. The next morning the 
prayer circle met again. 

“Please, dear Lord,” prayed the faithful 
teacher, “bless Ramon, Gregorio, Pedro, Juan, 
Salvador, and Ben Hamed.” 

“Oh, no, no, no, Lord! Not me! Not me!” 
Ben Hamed cried again. This time his voice 
was louder and more determined. 

The teacher continued his prayer, and 
never said a reprimanding word to the little 
non-Christian student. 

Wednesday and Thursday were the very 
same. By Friday Ben Hamed screamed out 
his protest of the Lord’s blessing, “NOT ME! 
NOT ME!” he bellowed. 

What would—what could the teacher do? 
He prayed silently. To page 16 

















Pushed Out of Sabbath School 


By SUSANNA METZ 


AS I look back on what happened, I think 
it would have been better if Trudie had 
never been allowed to visit the Junior room 
at Sabbath school. But, of course, when her 
friends brought her there, they thought the 
Juniors would help her want to be a Chris- 
tian. 

Trudie was only nine, and she didn’t know 
a thing about God, or Adam and Eve, or 
Jesus, and was, of course, not getting ready 
to meet Jesus. 

One day Trudie’s mother and father went 
away on a long trip, and Trudie was left 
with her schoolteacher until they should come 
back. 

Now, her teacher was a Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist. We shall call her Mrs. Jones. Every 


The girls teased Trudie, piling books in her lap, 
and laughing at her when she asked them to stop. 


morning and evening the Jones family had 
worship. Trudie learned to sing songs such 
as she had never heard before, like “With 
Jesus in the Family, Happy, Happy Home.” 
But the one she enjoyed best of all was 
“Into the tent where a gypsy boy lay.” 

And Mrs. Jones read her stories. Before 
this, Trudie had thought that God was very 
mean, because He made people and animals 
die. But now she learned that God really 
loves people and animals. She heard stories 
about how God made a lovely garden for 
Adam and Eve. She heard stories about the 
forbidden tree, about angry, jealous Cain, and 
many, many more things. 

And when they knelt down to pray Trudie 
listened. Mr. and Mrs. Jones would talk 
with God as though they were talking to 
someone in the room. Trudie prayed, too, but 








always it was words she had memorized, like 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 

On Sabbath Mrs. Jones brought Trudie 
to me and said, “Could Trudie be in your 
Sabbath school class?” She was younger than 
the girls in my group, but we wanted her 
to be happy in our church. So I said, “Yes, 
surely.” And that is how I learned to know 
Trudie, the little girl who didn’t know Jesus 
is coming soon, and, of course, wasn’t get- 
ting ready to meet Him. 

How she enjoyed that Sabbath school! 
There were more stories, Bible stories, and 
mission stories. Children not much older than 
she was read Bible verses. They prayed out 
loud! 

And how she enjoyed the singing! They 
sang some of the songs she had learned! 
In the church service that followed, children 
no bigger than she was filled the choir loft. 
They had on choir robes, and sang beauti- 
fully. Trudie liked it all very much, and the 
next Sabbath was as wonderful as the first. 

Mr. Jones called Trudie his helper. One 
day he took her to the book factory. A man 
working there gave her a book with the 
most wonderful stories in it about Jesus. 
And there were such lovely pictures! It was 
hers to keep for her every own. She loved 
that book. And, much to Mrs. Jones’s sur- 
prise, Trudie read it, harder words than she 
had ever read before. 

Trudie wanted so much to go to Sab- 
bath school again. But Mother and Daddy 
were to be back by Wednesday, and prob- 
ably they wouldn't let her go. She had been 
praying God to bring them back safely. Now 
she asked God to help them stay away long 
enough so she could go to Sabbath school 
just once more. And God did what she asked 
Him to do. Mother and Daddy didn’t re- 
turn when they had planned. 

Sabbath morning a very happy girl was 
back in Sabbath school. But someone else 
was there, too, someone nobody could see. 
Several of the girls who had known about 
Jesus all their lives were surely not thinking 
about Him that morning. They began to tease 
Trudie. They gathered all the songbooks 
within reach and piled them in her lap and 
in her seat. 

Trudie wanted to get out of that row of 
seats and come to sit with me. The girls 
wouldn’t let her. When we finally went to our 
classes, Trudie was a very, very quiet girl. 
She didn’t say a word about what had hap- 
pened, for Trudie is no tattler. 
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When I told her how glad we had been 
to have her visit, and invited her to be sure 
to come again, she didn’t say a word. She 
didn’t even seem very happy. 

Later, on the way home from church, 
Trudie said to Mrs. Jones, “I don’t ever 
want to go to Sabbath school again!” 

I opened one of my precious books, and 
thought a long time of what I read there 
in volume 2 of the Testimonies, page 171. 

“You should be very jealous for the honor 
of God. How circumspectly should you walk, 
where now your course is not as it should be. 
If you could see the pure angels with their 
bright, searching eyes intently fixed on you, 
watching to record how the Christian glori- 
fies his Master; or could you observe the 
exulting, sneering triumph of the evil angels, 
as they trace out every crooked way, and 
then quote Scripture which is violated, and 
compare the life with this Scripture which 
you profess to follow but from which you 
swerve, you would be astonished and alarmed 
for yourselves.” 


Not Me! Not Me! 


From page 14 


Friday afternoon came, and the first week 
of school was closing. 

“Ben Hamed,” said the teacher pleasantly, 
“could you stay after school and help me 
clean the room, please?” 

“Yes, teacher,” responded Ben Hamed. “I 
will be glad to help you.” And all the other 
boys hurried away, leaving Ben Hamed and 
his teacher working together. 

“You know, Ben Hamed,” said Mr. Sweeko 
after he had complimented the boy for how 
nicely he was sweeping, “you missed some- 
thing this week.” The boy almost dropped 
his broom. 

“No, teacher, I did not miss one thing! I 
read every page and I got every problem. 
I did not miss one thing!” said Ben Hamed. 

“Oh, I do not mean that,” smiled the 
teacher as he kept on sweeping. “You missed 
something else that was more important.” 

“I did? Tell me, what did I miss?” the 
boy inquired eagerly. For if there is anything 
a boy in that part of the world hates to do, 
it is to miss anything. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Sweeko as he leaned on 
his broom for a minute, “if you had been 
very quiet when we knelt in prayer every 
morning, you would have heard Someone 

















You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


What Did They Do?/ | 
By LOIS mane 


What special thing listed in the second column 
was done by each of the Bible characters in the 
first column? a. Built the first Temple in 


1. David Jerusalem. 

2. Moses b. Wrote psalms. 

3. Paul c. Carried Jesus’ cross to 
4. Solomon Calvary. 

5. Mark d. Wrote letters to 

6. Simon of Cyrene churches. 


e. Wrote the second Gospel. 
f. Gave laws to God’s peo- 
ple. 
ANSWERS 
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Children of the Bible 


By IRENE R. TUBBS 


1. The eldest son of Jacob. (Gen. 35:23.) 
2. The adopted son of Pharaoh’s daughter. (Ex. 2: 
10.) 

3. He was born in answer to his mother’s prayer. 
(1 Sam. 1:20.) 

. A half brother of Isaac. (Gen. 16:15.) 

. Youngest son of Jesse. (1 Sam. 16:11-13.) 

. Daughter of Jacob and Leah. (Gen. 30:21.) 

. A child of promise born to aged parents. (Gen. 
21:3.) 


SAU S 


In What Books Are They Found? 
By ELLEN E. MORRISON / 


Below are given the names of certain well-known 
Bible characters. For each name in the left-hand 
column, write the number of the bock of the Bible, 
from the right-hand column, in which the story of 
the man can be found. 


_ Sennen Adam a. Exodus 
Be ences Moses b. 1 Kings 
Be scccons Samson c. Genesis 
Be cece SOlomon d. 1 Samuel 
B.S Saul e. Judges 








talking to you right down in here,” and the 
teacher placed his hand over his heart. 

“I would?” asked the surprised boy. 

“Yes, you would,” said the teacher. “You 
have to be real quiet and never talk out 
loud when we're kneeling in prayer. Then 
you hear a Voice that tells you what to do. 
But you missed it. It’s too bad!” said the 
teacher, and he shook his head sorrowfully 
as he began to sweep again. 

Ben Hamed finished his work in silence. 

“Good night, Ben Hamed,” called the 
teacher. “Thank you for helping me, and I'll 
see you again next Monday!” 

On Sabbath the teacher prayed for Ben 
Hamed. On Sunday the teacher prayed. On 
Monday morning before the teacher ever 
left for school he said, “Oh, please, Lord, 
speak to Ben Hamed’s heart today!” 

The six boys and the teacher met in their 
prayer circle the first thing. Some of the 
boys prayed. Then the teacher prayed. He 
named each one of his boys. Then he said, 
“And please, Lord, bless Ben Hamed today.” 

Everyone held his breath. Would the 
Mohammedan boy refuse to listen again? 

But God must have answered the teacher's 
prayer and Ben Hamed must have heard 


Someone talking to him, for he was as quiet 
as each of the other five boys that day and 
all the days that followed. 

When Friday came again, the teacher said, 
“Ben Hamed, I am going to a Mohammedan 
village tomorrow to show the children some 
pictures and tell some stories. Would you 
go with me and hold the Picture Roll while 
I tell the stories?” 

“Oh, yes!” responded Ben Hamed. “I know 
many children in that village; I will be proud 
to hold the Picture Roll before them.” 

So on Sabbath afternoons for several weeks 
Brother Sweeko told stories to the Moham- 
medan children while Ben Hamed held up 
the old Sabbath school Picture Rolls before 
them. 

One Friday Ben Hamed came up to his 
teacher. 

“Teacher,” he said, “I don’t want to hold 
the Picture Rolls tomorrow.” 

Mr. Sweeko’s heart sank. He had been 
in hopes that Ben Hamed was coming into 
the truth. He could sing several Christian 
songs now. He had held the Picture Rolls 
for many weeks. He seemed to like the 
Bible stories the teacher told. He even prayed 
short prayers in the prayer circle at school. 
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: ATTENTION—ACTION 
FALL IN LINE 


Track and Trail © Nature Study 


Swimming © Hikes © Fun Galore! 





Don’t “Fall Out,” “Fall In”! 
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Let LIFE AND HEALTH Help You 
Go to Summer Camp! 


HERE'S HOW 





Any Junior boy or girl who sells only 20 sub- 
scriptions to LIFE AND HEALTH at $2.75, 
or 220 single copies at 25 cents, and turns the 
full price in to the Book and Bible House, 
will be credited with $27.50 for his or her 
camp expenses and extra spending money. 





ACT TODAY! 


Write or phone your conference MV secretary or publishing 
department secretary for further information and supplies. 
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meeeates sentient 


“O Ben Hamed, why don’t you want to 
hold the Picture Roll for me tomorrow? I 
need you very much,” said the teacher with 
a choke in his voice. 

“O teacher,” said the brown-eyed boy 
eagerly, “I will go with you—but I wish you 
would hold the Picture Roll and let me tell 
the stories.” 

“Fine! Fine, Ben Hamed! I will be glad 
to hold the Picture Roll and let you tell the 
stories tomorrow,” answered the jubilant 
teacher. 

“And do you know,” said the teacher as 
he told this story to me, “Ben Hamed has 
told stories until he has talked himself right 
into this message. He is going to be bap- 
tized, and his father and mother and older 
brothers and sisters are being baptized, too. 
Our church has found out that it does pay 
to have a church school—for even five boys!” 


In the Clutches of the Steam Engine 


From page 5 


Forgetting anything Dad might ever have 
said about leaving the machinery alone, I 
pushed the flywheel. 

All at once there was a hiss and a splutter 
and a whirr—and that flywheel was spinning 
around at two hundreds turns a minute. 

It had been stopped all the time in the 
dead-center position. I had pushed it out 
of that position, and the throttle was wide 
open! 

Aleck was screaming at the top of his 
voice. “Stop the machine! Shut it off! Stop 
it, I say!” There were several parts of the 
engine that came very close to the flywheel, 
and we were all afraid that Aleck would get 
caught in one of them, and we might see 
him killed right in front of us. 

I jumped for the throttle and closed it as 
fast as I could, but already Aleck had spun 
around at least seventy-five times. Gradually 
the great wheel slowed and we stood watch- 
ing, scarcely able to breathe, to see whether 
Aleck was alive. 

And then the wheel stopped. I guess it 
got into that dead-center position again. 
Aleck was still breathing, and we couldn’t 
see any broken bones. We climbed up on the 
machine and helped him down. 

He sat on the ground awhile, and we 
propped his back against the steam engine. 
“Whew!” he gasped at last. “That sure makes 
a fellow dizzy.” 


Were we relieved to hear him talk! And 
we were mighty thankful to God, too, for we 
were sure the good angels must have been 
looking after us that afternoon, even though 
we hadn't been very obedient to our dads. 

Presently Aleck got to his feet. He shook 
his head once or twice, as if trying to get 
rid of the dizziness. Then he spoke quietly. 
“I think, fellows,” he said, “perhaps we'd 
better leave this thing alone and go and play 
with something else.” 

And we all agreed. 


Wings of Faith 
From page 8 
with healing in His wings. Yes. he, Emer- 
son Chadwick, had traveled a long, hard way, 
and could trace the goodness and the gra- 
ciousness of God in His untiring effort to 
build for him a good and respectable life. 

Now twenty-five years had passed since 
that day the shot was fired. Emerson, still 
kneeling by the headstone that marked Cal- 
vin’s grave, sighed. He let the five-fingered 
ivy leaves slip from his fingers and fall back 
over the little marker, then stood stiffly to 
his feet. 

“Thank you, Calvin,” he murmured. “You 
did more for me than you ever realized. And 
thank You, God, too,” he prayed reverently, 
“for bringing him into my life.” 

Suddenly he remembered that Mary was 
waiting for him in the car. And he hurried 
to her, for he knew she would be wondering 
why he had been so long at the grave. 

THE END 


Green Puppies 
From page 9 

“Billy,” I said, “your dad told me that 
someone is coming to see the pups the day 
after tomorrow. Will the paint be dry by 
then?” 

“Why, yes,” he replied. “It takes only a 
day to dry, and two days will give it plenty 
of time. My, a green kennel will certainly 
be a smart background for the black and 
white puppies! The man may like them so 
much he'll even buy two. It’s going to be a 
surprise.” 

And happily, we set about painting the 
kennel, inside as well as out. 

Two days later Billy's father walked in 
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with a friend—and we remembered the pup- 
pies. Hastily we ran to the garage and bun- 
dled the protesting family into the kennel 
just in time. Billy’s father was in the door- 
way. 

“The pups are in here,” he was saying, 
and he stepped over to the kennel. Suddenly, 
to our dismay, out came Chris with six round 
little oy puppies—and they were all 
green! 

We stared in surprise. Then, “What is 
the meaning of this?” thundered Billy's fa- 
ther. Quickly we tried to tell him. We had 
meant to do the right thing, we had meant 
to be kind, we really wanted to surprise him. 
Honestly, we hadn't meant to be naughty! 

Dolefully we looked at the puppies, and 
wondered whether they would be bright 
green all their lives. Then we learned that 
Billy had put the wrong liquid into the paint 
to thin it. He should have used turpentine, 
but I think he had used linseed oil, so the 
paint did not dry. 

We learned something that day I shall 
never forget. We learned that it is possible 
really to think you are doing the right thing, 
and yet all the time you can be wrong—so 
very wrong. And then you get a punishment 
you don’t expect. 

Jesus told us the same thing. He said, 
“Many will say to me in that day, Lord, Lord, 
have we not prophesied in thy name? . . 
and in thy name done many wonderful 
works? And then will I profess unto them, 
I never knew you: depart from me, ye that 
work iniquity.” 

So we need to be very careful to read our 
Bibles often to make sure that we are doing 
the right thing—The Light Bearer. 


Ten Minutes Before Sunset 
From page 3 


Mrs. Bennington would pick up the boys 
at the school and deliver them safely at home 
after the party. 

It all sounded very exciting, and Bob was 
glad to be invited. 

But wait. This was Friday. The sun was 
still setting early, a few minutes before five. 
He had not thought of that when he had 
promised to go. Perhaps he shouldn't go after 
all. He could not possibly stay at a birthday 
party after Sabbath had come, and his only 
way of getting home would be to have Mrs. 
Bennington drive him, for it was several 
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miles from the Benningtons’ to Bob’s home, 
much too far to walk. 

One voice said, “Don’t go. You wil] make 
a fool of yourself, saying you have to be 
home at five minutes to five.” Another voice 
said, ““There’s bound to be tons of ice cream, 
and several different flavors, at that.” A third 
voice said, “Go and have a good time. You 
can’t help it if the party doesn’t end before 
sunset.” Bob wondered which voice he should 
obey. But when he saw the other boys racing 
for Mrs. Bennington’s car, he knew he sim- 
ply had to be at the party! 

What a surprising sight was that dining 
room where the party was: held! There was 
everything to eat Bob’s heart could wish for. 
Mrs. Bennington must have worked very 
hard to have it so wonderful, he thought, 
and he decided that he would show her just 
how much he appreciated what she had 
done! 

They played blindman’s buff and I spy, 
and pinned the tail on the donkey after they 
had played hide the thimble. And then came 
the ice cream! Bob’s plate was piled sky- 
high, and he began scooping it blissfully 
into his mouth. Then, by chance, he noticed 
the clock above the fireplace. It said four- 
twenty. 

Suddenly the ice cream tasted queer. He 
pecked at it, wondering how the other boys 
were able to enjoy theirs so much. He envied 
them a little, not merely because of the fun 
they were having, but because soon he was 
going to have to either break the Sabbath 
or be awfully embarrassed about asking to 
be driven home. 

Oh, why had he been so foolish as to get 
himself into this jam? But it was too late 
to change that now. If he was going to do 
the right thing, it would have to be very 
soon. 

Then he thought perhaps it would be all 
right to stay. After all, they were only eat- 
ing ice cream, and there was nothing wrong 
with doing that on Sabbath. He stopped him- 
self short. How could he think such things? 
His mother would be disappointed and so 
would God if he stayed at a birthday party 
on Sabbath. The boys were there only to 
have a good time. No one was thinking about 
religious things. He simply must not break 
the Sabbath. 

The minutes dragged slowly by. “Well, 
it is now or never,” he told himself as the 
boys left the table, very full and very satis- 
fied. 
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Four-thirty! Bob did some quick figuring. 
It would take five minutes to get explana- 
tions made and the fellows assembled. Then 
ten minutes to drive home. That would add 
up to four-forty-five. He would have just 
ten minutes until sunset. 

He breathed hard. He knew there was ab- 
solutely no time to spare. He walked over 
to Mrs. Bennington and opened his mouth 
to tell her all about it, but just then Donnie 
said something funny, and everyone laughed, 


e @: he had to wait for Mrs. Bennington to 


top chuckling. 

By then, however, his courage had dis- 
appeared, and he had to screw it up once 
more and try to remember how he had been 
planning to explain why he had to go home 
sO soon. 


At last he was all set again. He took 
another deep breath and cleared his throat— 
and Tom began telling Mrs. Bennington 
all about the way he had taught his dog to 
roll over. He didn’t leave out any of the 
details, it seemed, and the clock by now was 
saying almost twenty-five to. It would take 
at least ten minutes to get home, and that 
would leave only another ten minutes to get 
ready for the Sabbath. Even that was cutting 
the Lord pretty close, Bob realized, rather 
ashamed of himself. 


Would Tom never get through talking 
about that dog? Ah, finally. He was walk- 
ing away. “Now’s my chance,” Bob thought, 
and without giving himself long enough to 
get scared again, he stepped up to Mrs. Ben- 
nington and blurted out, “I simply must be 
home by five minutes before five, Mrs. Ben- 
nington. I hate to break up the party, but 
this is very important.” Some of the boys 
looked questioningly at him, and Bob wished 
he were anywhere else but in the Benning- 
ton living room at that moment. 

Then Ricky said, “It is really time I should 
be going, too, Mrs. Bennington. Mother will 
be expecting me at five.” 

Relief flooded over Bob’s heart when he 
heard Ricky say that, and it wasn’t long 


, ia all the boys decided they had had a 


good time and ought to be getting home, too. 

Bob’s mother was proud of her son when 
he told her how he had been tempted to do 
wrong and had won the victory. He looked 
at the clock on the kitchen wall as he told 
her all about it, and was glad to see that it 
said a quarter to five. There was still ten 
minutes before sunset. 











TALLEST TV. The antenna tower of station 
KWTV in Oklahoma is 1,572 feet high, which 
makes it taller than the Empire State Build- 
ing and thus the tallest man-made structure 
on earth. An elevator just two feet square 
whooshes from bottom to top so that workmen 
need not spend most of their time climbing 
to work. The purpose of the high tower is to 
increase the number of homes, mainly in 
country areas, that will be able to see TV. 
Television waves travel only in straight lines. 


HELP FOR HOMEWORK? Here is the an- 
swer (though not really a very good one) to 
homework headaches. If your arithmetic prob- 
lems are too hard, you might try sending them 
to Princeton University. There, as a public 
service, a group of specialists will gladly do 
the calculating for you (or any other scientist) 
on a fantastic electronic brain. The charge will 
be only around $100 an hour. Normally, of 
course, the Princeton machine is used to help 
automobile, aviation, and other industries in 
their scientific research. 


SAVE THAT FLASH. You don’t need a lot 
of money to buy flashbulbs for indoor pictures 
if you use Kodak’s new film, “Tri-X.” It takes 
good indoor pictures if room is fairly well 
lighted. Get some at a camera store. 


COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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XIl—The Resurrection of Lazarus 








Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(MARCH 19) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 
Lesson Text: John 11:1-45. 


Me Verse: “I am the resurrection, and 
the life: he that believeth in me, though he 
were dead, yet shall he live” (John 11:25). 


Guiding Thought 


Christ’s followers had seen many wonderful 
things in the years that He had gone from village 
to village. They had seen Him cast out evil spirits, 
bring health to the sick, provide food for the 
hungry. They had even seen Him restore a dead 
daughter to her parents, a dead son to his mother. 
Now they were to see an even greater miracle 
as Christ called forth a man already in the grave. 

“That mighty miracle was the crowning evi- 
dence offered by God to men that He had sent 
His Son into the world for their salvation. It 
was a demonstration of divine power sufficient to 
convince every mind that was under the control 
of reason and enlightened conscience. Many who 
witnessed the resurrection of Lazarus were led to 
believe on Jesus.”"—The Desire of Ages, p. 537. 

The people who saw this miracle saw more than 
the raising of Lazarus—they could look forward to 
the day when Jesus would come to the earth the 
second time to open the graves of every one who 
had died believing in Him. 


SUNDAY 
A Crisis in Bethany 


1. In Bethany lived the two sisters, Mary 
and Martha, and their brother Lazarus. They 
had always given Jesus a warm welcome to 
their home. What sorrow came to the house- 
hold while Jesus was in Galilee? (John 11:1.) 


2. What message did the sisters send to Jesus? 
(Verse 3.) 


3. What did Jesus say when He received 
the message? How long did He delay in re- 
sponding to it? (Verses 4-6.) 


NOTE.—Jesus had gone to the place beyond 
Jordan where John first baptized (John 10:40). 
“Anxiously they [Martha and Mary] waited for a 
word from Jesus. As long as the spark of life was 
yet alive in their brother, they prayed and watched 


22 / JUNIOR GUIDE 


for Jesus to come. But the messenger returned 
without Him. Yet he brought the message, ‘This 
sickness is not unto death,’ and they clung to the 
hope that Lazarus would live. Tenderly they 
tried to speak words of hope and encouragement 
to the almost unconscious sufferer. When Lazarus 
died, they were bitterly disappointed; but they felt 
the sustaining grace of Christ, and this kept them 
from reflecting any blame on the Saviour.” —The 
Desire of Ages, p. 526. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 524. 


MONDAY 
The Trip to Judea 


4. When two days had passed, Jesus sug- 
gested that they go to Judea, the province in 
which Bethany was situated. What fear did 
the disciples express? (John 11:7, 8.) 

5. Why did 
(Verses 9, 10.) 

NOTE.—'‘He who does the will of God, who 
walks in the path that God has marked out, can- 
not stumble and fall. The light of God’s guiding 
Spirit gives him a clear perception of his duty, 
and leads him aright till the close of his work. 
‘But if a man walk in the night, he stumbleth, 
because there is no light in him.’ He who walks 
in a path of his own choosing, where God has 
not called him, will stumble. For him day is 
turned into night, and wherever he may be, he 
is not secure.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 527. 


6. How did Jesus speak of the death of 
Lazarus? (Verses 11-14.) 


not Jesus share their fear? 


NOTE.—"Christ represents death as a sleep to 
His believing children. Their life is hid with 
Christ in God, and until the last trump shall 
sound those who die will sleep in Him.”—Th 
Desire of Ages, p. 527. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 528, 
pars. 2, 3. 


TUESDAY 


Martha Expresses Her Faith 


7. Two days later the little party reached 
Bethany, to find that Lazarus had been in his 




















grave for four days. Jesus did not go into the 
house where many people were gathered. 
Word reached Martha, however, of His ar- 
rival in Bethany, and she hastened to meet 
Him. How did her words show the faith she 
had in Him? (John 11:20-22.) 


8. What comforting words did Jesus speak 
to her? How did Martha reply? (Verses 23, 
24.) 


9. What did Jesus say of Himself, and how 
did Martha further express her faith in 
Him? (Verses 25-27.) 


NOTE.—‘“The miracle which Christ was about 
to perform, in raising Lazarus from the dead, 
would represent the resurrection of all the right- 
eous ‘dead. By His word and His works He de- 
clared Himself the Author of the resurrection. 
He who Himself was soon to die upon the cross, 
stood with the keys of death, a conqueror of the 
grave, and asserted His right and power to give 
eternal life.”"—The Desire of Ages, p. 530. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
529, pars. 2-5. 


WEDNESDAY 
Mary’s Faith 
10. Whom did Martha call? (John 11:28.) 


11. How did Mary show her faith in Jesus? 
(Verse 32.) 


12. How did Jesus show His sympathy for 
Lazarus’ relatives and friends? (Verses 33-35.) 


NoTE.—'‘Though He was the Son of God, yet 
He had taken human nature upon Him, and He 
was moved by human sorrow. His tender, pitying 
heart is ever awakened to sympathy by suffering. 
He weeps with those that weep, and rejoices with 
those that rejoice. 

“But it was not only because of His human 


Lazarus had been dead four days. Then Jesus called. 
There was a stirring in the tomb, and out he came. 













































































sympathy with Mary and Martha that Jesus wept. 
In His tears there was a sorrow as high above 
human sorrow as the heavens are higher than the 
earth. ... 

“The weight of the grief of ages was upon Him. 
. . . The woes of the sinful race were heavy upon 
His soul, and the fountain of His tears was 
broken ‘up as He longed to relieve all their dis- 
tress.’ —The Desire of Ages, pp. 533, 534. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
530, pars. 4, 5; p. 533, pars. 1, 2. 


THURSDAY 
Faith Triumphs Over the Tomb 


13. When He came to the place where 
Lazarus was buried, Jesus commanded that 
the stone placed at the mouth of the cave be 
taken away, but Martha protested. How did 
Jesus answer her? (John 11:38-40.) 


NOTE.—"Christ could have commanded the 
stone to remove, and it would have obeyed His 
voice. He could have bidden the angels who 
were close by His side to do this. At His bidding, 
invisible hands would have removed the stone. 
But it was to be taken away by human hands. 
Thus Christ would show that humanity is to co- 
operate with divinity. What human power can 
do divine power is not summoned to do. God 
does not dispense with man’s aid. He strengthens 
him, co-operating with him as he uses the powers 
and capabilities given him.”’—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 335. 


14. How did Jesus 
Father? (Verses 41, 42.) 


15. At the close of His prayer, Jesus com- 
manded Lazarus to come forth. What took 
place? (Verses 43, 44.) 


NOTE.—'"There is a stir in the silent tomb, and 
he who was dead stands at the door of the sepul- 
cher. His movements are impeded by the grave- 
clothes in which he was laid away, and Christ 
says to the astonished spectators, ‘Loose him, and 
let him go.’ Again they are shown that the human 
worker is to co-operate with God. Humanity is to 
work for humanity. Lazarus is set free, and stands 
before the company, not as one emaciated from 
disease, and with feeble, tottering limbs, but as a 
man in the prime of life, and in the vigor of a 
noble manhood. His eyes beam with intelligence 
and with love for His Saviour. He casts himself 
in adoration at the feet of Jesus.”"—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 536. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
535, pars. 3-5; p. 536, pars. 1, 2. 


FRIDAY 


LOCATE the village of Bethany on a Bible map. 
FIND in the lesson text the shortest verse in the 
Bible. What big meaning does it have? 

FIND three sentences that showed Martha's faith 
in Jesus 
as the Healer. 
as the Life-giver. 
as the Promised One. 


express faith in His 


FIND a declaration of faith made by Mary. 
FIND a prayer in which Christ's faith in His 
Father was declared. 


MARCH 9, 1955 / 23 





ANGELS of MERCY -2 


WOMAN WITHOUT FEAR 


“What are you afraid of?” the redheaded woman asked a group of trembling 
ladies. “We were holding a procession downtown,” one answered, ‘“‘trying to tell the 
country that saloons should be closed, when a bunch of rough men started shouting 
terrible things at us.’ 

The redhead looked at them with fire in her eye. ‘“What’s that to be afraid 
of? We shall have another procession. I'll go with you, and if those hoodlums give 
trouble, I'll tell them to keep quiet, see if | don’t.” They went. Miss Willard kept 
her promise, and the hoodlums gave no more trouble! 

Frances Willard feared nothing. Even when quite old she learned how to ride 
that new contraption, the bicycle. She soon learned, too, that when fathers drank 
liquor, mothers and children were unhappy. Like an angel of mercy she went into 
the worst places of the cities, where even men feared to go, and talked kindly t 
the drunkards in the gutters, begging them to stop drinking. She walked into saloon 
and knelt down on the floor and started praying—till all the men would get down 
beside her, praying too! She wrote articles and made speeches, telling the world the 
ot should be closed and men’s wages raised so they could afford comfortable 

omes. 

The world listened to a woman like that. After she died in 1898 her work 
went on, and in time the three things she most wanted happened—women were 
given the vote, men were paid more, and the United States for many years made 
it a crime to drink. 
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